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	1. Chapter 1

**Just a little fun something I've been playing with for a little while now. I hope you all enjoy! FYI: rated M for a reason. Thanks.**

* * *

><p><em>Fingers laced together. Tongues slid easily and hungrily into mouths, over skin. Teeth pinched small bites of flesh causing red blemishes. Breaths were mingled and exhaled in short pants and lengthy moans. Words - mostly of the four-letter and crude variety - slipped off tongues that continued to taste as hands moved to hips and chests. And finally, release was met with a ferocious intensity.<em>

Owen woke to the sound of a sudden gasp followed immediately by a hiss of pain. The surface he was laying on shifted quickly then stilled.

"_Shit!_" The whispered curse roused him further.

He opened one bleary eye and immediately regretted it as the sunlight, though partially hidden by a flimsy curtain, burned his retina and sent a stabbing pain through his head. He groaned quietly and rolled over to hide from the light. The bed shifted again beneath him and the sound of footsteps, echoing thumps on the hollow floor of his trailer, met his ears.

"Where did you put my bra?" the woman in the room with him whispered angrily.

"I honestly don't remember," he mumbled into a pillow.

His brain conjured up the image of a woman in a dark blue dress. It was professional, but mind-numbingly tight across her back side and hips. The pale skin of her legs ended in tall, beige colored heels. A flash of short red hair whipping around in annoyance. The mental picture matched the voice he was hearing.

His eyes shot open; he ignored the burning pain in his head. Claire Dearing. Slowly, he rolled back over and watched her rummage around his bedroom in her underwear and heels.

"Forget it," she muttered before quickly pulling her dress over her head and down her bare chest. "If you find it, let me know. Actually, don't. Just toss it," she said, zipping up the back of the dress.

He ran a hand over his face as the memories of the night before slowly trickled back into his consciousness. "Oh, man. I think I understand now why you don't like tequila."

She was running her fingers through her tangled hair. It was curly when not styled. It wasn't what he expected. Not that he ever thought he'd see her like this. Well, maybe once. Years ago when they'd first met, he'd had the distance hope of something like this happening.

"Okay," she sighed softly, standing up straighter.

He shifted and raised himself into a seated position, having to adjust the blanket to remain somewhat modest in front of her now.

"I think we can both agree that this, while nice, was-"

"_Nice?_" he croaked. His throat was dry and scratchy. She was going with _nice?_

"-Was a mistake and shouldn't happen again."

Claire Dearing was giving him the one night stand blow off? He smiled lazily, thinking this was something he could add and immediately check off his bucket list.

"Why are you smiling?" she asked him. She hid her irritation well.

"I think it's funny that you're standing there acting like we didn't just wake up naked together," he replied with a chuckle. "Also, that _you_, of all people, are giving me this speech right now."

She rolled her eyes. "Always the charmer, aren't you, Mr. Grady?" she said dryly.

He saw pink tinge her cheeks as she quickly turned around to leave. It made his smile grow.

"I trust you can keep this to yourself?" she called just before slamming the door to his trailer shut behind her. The loud sound made him wince.

...

Two months after Claire left him hung over and naked in his trailer, she showed up at the raptor paddock with Simon Misrani.

"Mr. Grady, thank you for letting us come by," Misrani said as he shook his hand firmly.

Their visit was unexpected but he didn't want that to show. Owen had a nasty habit of never checking his work email. It annoyed Barry to no end and Owen had a suspicion that his partner probably knew damn well about this visit and neglected to tell him as punishment for not reading the memos sent to them.

"It's your island, sir," Owen replied with an easy smile. "You're welcome to stop by whenever you'd like."

"Have you met Miss Dearing, yet?" Misrani asked, motioning to Claire standing next to him. "The Operations Manager."

"We've met," Owen said with a sly smile.

Claire gave him a plain look, not amused. "Mr. Grady has run some requests by me in the past," she explained to her boss. "Usually about increasing their food budget."

Owen shrugged. "We go through a lot of pigs and rats here. I'd like to get some chickens for them too. A deer, maybe."

"And what would that do?" Misrani asked curiously.

"It'd be a new challenge for them and I worry they'll get bored with the pigs. They're intelligent animals. Smarter than anything else that lab has brewed up," he said proudly but also with a hint of disgust. He had no illusions about InGen's creations. They were for profit, not science. "If they aren't properly stimulated then they'll start to lash out which would make working with them even more dangerous."

Misrani nodded, impressed. "That makes sense," he turned to Claire, "and seems like a reasonable request."

She smiled tightly. "Yes, of course. However, as the raptors are not an attraction of the theme park, they don't generate any income. It's difficult to work out those requests within the budget." Her steel blue eyes glided over to Owen. "I'm sure you can understand that," she said smoothly.

He smirked and nodded curtly. "We can manage for now. But if their minds' become too idle, they'll start looking for escape routes out of the paddock to go on a real hunt. And I'm sure no one wants that."

"No," Misrani agreed. "We want them to be happy, don't we Claire? Why don't we talk to our friends in accounting and see what money we can move around?"

"Of course, sir," she replied airily. She lifted the phone that Owen knew was always held at her side and made a note.

"So, can we see them?" Misrani asked with a hushed excitement.

He smirked. "Sure. They're in their pens right now so you came at a good time."

He led them to the secondary gate of the paddock and entered the code for the door to slide to the side.

"Two gates," Misrani observed. "A security redundancy."

Owen nodded. "It's not possible to open the primary gate if the secondary isn't completely shut and vice versa. In theory, there's no way for them to get out of this paddock without someone _intentionally_ letting them out."

"But you're still worried the assets will get bored enough and start hatching an escape plan?" Claire questioned with an incredulous chuckle.

"Like I said, they're the smartest animals on the island. I don't want to give them the chance to figure something out. That's sort of my job," he said, a slight bite to his words.

She looked like she was prepared with a smart remark, but before she could respond, low, echoing hisses sounded from behind her. She and Misrani jumped at the sound and moved quickly away from it. Owen smirked again and walked towards the raptors, in line and heads locked in their pens.

"Christ," Misrani muttered. "I didn't even realize they were there."

"And if they'd been free, they would have stayed that quiet until they were ready to attack you," Owen explained. "They're secure here. You can get closer."

Claire stayed firmly in place, seven or eight feet away. Misrani, a bit braver, maybe, took cautious steps forward.

"What's the purpose of these locks?" he asked. "What does this allow for?"

"After they hunt we lock them in these for a visual inspection. There's someone on the other side of this wall," Owen pressed his hand against the cool steel, "walking around them behind another gate and making sure there aren't any obvious signs of injury."

"May I...?" Misrani asked, hesitating as he lifted his hand towards one of the raptors.

"Absolutely," Owen agreed. "You'll feel her tense up but she can't get to you when she's like this."

Misrani let his palm rest on the dinosaur's snout between the bars of the face mask. "Wow," he said in awe.

"This is Charlie," Owen introduced.

"Claire," Misrani called, "get over here and feel this."

"I'm fine here," she answered.

"Come on, Miss Dearing," Owen taunted. "You can meet Echo. She's the nicest of the group - the most likely to hesitate before killing you."

"Claire, it truly is amazing," Misrani said. He lifted another hand to the raptor's head and began massaging the scaly scalp.

"I really don't think it's necessary."

Owen was impressed with how she kept her cool. She didn't appear afraid, more so indifferent - or as if the whole thing were beneath her. Was she bored? he wondered.

"Just once," Owen told her. "It doesn't have to happen again. It doesn't have to mean anything. I could send someone out for some tequila of you need a little liquid courage," he teased.

She narrowed her eyes at his not so subtle play off their one night stand together.

"I don't drink," she said coldly.

"No?" he asked with a knowing smile. "That's good. Drinking can lead to some unfortunate choices."

"Yes, it can," she agreed.

"Claire, I insist," Misrani said, still enraptured by the creature in front of him. "This is truly a spectacular experience."

"That's good," Owen said, nodding at Charlie as Claire took slow steps forward. "She likes that."

The raptor had her eyes closed in satisfaction as Misrani's fingers lightly scratched at her snout.

Claire was by his side now and he smiled softly, hopefully reassuring her in case she was scared.

"Echo likes it a little softer," Owen said. He ran two fingers between Echo's eyes and up to the top of her head. She let out a long sigh.

Claire raised her hand and copied Owen's actions. Echo huffed suddenly at the new smell of someone nearby.

"It's the vanilla," Owen explained when Claire started at the sound.

"What?" she asked.

"You smell like vanilla," he said quietly. "It must be a soap or lotion you use."

"Lotion," she muttered, eyeing him carefully.

"She can smell it," he explained with a glance at Echo. "And I've smelled it before." One side of his mouth lifted up playfully and he gave her a reckless wink.

Her jawline twitched and she diverted her stare to the raptor. She lifted her hand again to pet the space between the dinosaur's eyes.

...

The afternoon after Claire and Misrani surprised him at the paddock, she surprised him at his door.

"You're an ass," she said as she walked in to his trailer uninvited.

"Thanks?" he said, closing the door and watching her walk into his bedroom.

"Did you ever find my bra?" she asked. She lifted the blanket off the side of his bed and bent over the peek under the frame.

"Yeah," he said, following her into the room. He leaned against the door frame and watched her carefully, wary of her intentions.

"Do you have it?" she asked, quickly standing upright and looking at him expectantly.

"Why?" he asked slowly.

She smiled patiently and took a step towards him. "I need it."

"You suddenly need the bra you left here two months ago?" he asked doubtfully.

"I still have the underwear that matches it," she explained. "I wanted to wear it tonight on my date."

He smiled and his tongue darted out to wet his lips. "You want to wear the same underwear I took off of you on a date with another guy?"

"Well," she said, a smirk of her own flitting across her face, "they worked out so well the last time."

He bit his cheek. "Yes they did," he said. "Fair point. But I don't have it anymore. You told me to toss it, remember?"

"I do, but I was hoping you might have some sick one night stand trophy box or something," she said with a dejected sigh.

"Sorry." He shrugged. "Not that much of a creep, I guess."

"Well, you can't blame me for trying," she said, starting forward and edging past him in the doorway. "I guess I'll just have to go braless tonight."

Owen laughed quietly at her comment, knowing she was trying to get a rise out of him. He followed her back to the door.

"You don't have to go so soon, you know," he called, invitingly, to her. "If you've got an itch you can't scratch, you know I'm here for you."

She was outside, halfway to her car when she responded. "Unfortunately for you, Mr. Grady, I'm perfectly capable of scratching that itch myself."

The mental image of Claire Dearing fingering herself on his bed, head thrown back in ecstasy, legs clenching around the hand between them got him halfway hard.

"Yeah, maybe," he said, standing on his porch with his hands in his pockets, trying to keep them from tenting over his growing erection. "But fantasy isn't always better than the real thing."

At her car door she turned back and smiled coyly. "Sorry to disappoint, but my fantasies wouldn't be about you anyway."

She opened the door and quickly slid inside her Mercedes, starting the engine.

"Keep telling yourself that!" he yelled, though he was fairly certain she wouldn't be able to hear him.

She drove off and Owen headed back inside, suddenly feeling like a cold shower would do him some good.

...

"What do you remember about that night?" he asked as he ambushed her at the bar of the ballroom they were in for the Christmas Eve party.

"Mr. Grady," Claire greeted with a tired kindness, ignoring his question.

"Did you get my present?" he asked with a smirk. He'd sent a bottle of tequila to her office that morning with an obnoxiously large red ribbon.

She glanced back at him, tight lipped. "I did. Very funny."

"I thought you might get a kick out of it," he said casually as he raised his empty beer bottle to the bartender, asking for another. "You didn't answer my question."

She gave him a leveled, almost impassive look. "Hardly anything. It was six months ago, after all."

"See? Now, don't you find that annoying?" he asked in a hushed voice. "We had sex and we can't even remember if it was worth repeating or not."

She rolled her eyes, fighting a smile. "I don't think I need a repeat."

Owen nodded slowly and leaned his weight against the top of the bar. "So, that date you went on a few of months back...that went alright for you?"

She hesitated and cocked her head to the side. "That really isn't any of your business," she replied.

He smiled a wolffish grin. "That bad, huh?" He straightened upright again. "Worse than our date?"

"No," she scoffed. "I've never had another date that bad."

"Glad to know I've left an impression," he said lightly. "Unfortunately, I _have _had worse."

Claire looked momentarily offended. "It wasn't _me_ that was the problem on our date."

"You brought an _itinerary!_" he argued, still smiling. He'd learned anytime he got the chance to tease or annoy Claire to make the most of it.

"I like to be organized. You're the one that wore _board shorts,_" she said snidely.

"Yeah, well, now I know that you prefer to undress me when I'm in a suit," he said with an easy smile.

"I don't know that I was the one that took your clothes off," she said slowly. He happily noticed her tone and expression were now playful.

"That's the problem!" he insisted. "I don't know either. Seriously, do you remember anything that happened?"

He could tell she was stifling a smile as she turned to him and stepped marginally closer. She was still using that vanilla body lotion, he noticed.

"Let's see," she began. She raised a hand and placed it on the lapel of his jacket, probably smoothing out a wrinkle only she could and would ever see. "We were at Masrani Global's fundraiser for wildlife conservation. You handed me a drink which tasted awful."

"Yeah, yeah," he brushed off. "I remember all that. Get to the good part."

She sighed. "All I really remember is sloppy kisses and hands that couldn't stay still," she said quietly in this sultry way that had him picturing what she was wearing under her green dress.

"Mine or yours?" he quipped with a sly grin.

She smiled, biting her lip, and glanced around the room. "It's hard to say."

"What gets me is that, if I try really hard, I can almost hear your breaths in my ear," he said, lowering his voice. He raised his hand to lazily gestured towards his ear. The corners of his lips upturned slightly. "But for the life of me, I can't remember what it feels like to be inside of you."

He was watching her intently, so he saw when her pupils dilated in response to his words. Her eyes scanned over the people around them; Owen had blocked them out. She leaned in closer to him.

"It is a shame. And while I don't remember much about your tongue, you left a nice bite mark on my inner thigh."

"And I had your scratches across my back for a week," he countered.

"Clearly it was very passionate," she said.

"Makes you wonder what it'd be like sober."

"Would you even know what to do with me if you didn't have some of that liquid courage you love so much?"

"You strike me as the kind of woman who likes to tell a guy exactly what she expects," he said. "So go ahead. Tell me."

She smirked again. "I may not be afraid to say what I want, but that doesn't mean I wouldn't rather have a man who didn't need me to tell him."

"Alright, then, come by my place later and let me see what I can do," he offered. The side of his mouth lifting in a cautious smile.

"Sober?" she asked almost mockingly.

"I'll stop drinking now," he said. He pushed his beer bottle away from him.

She stared him down with a smirk and a laugh bubbling up in her throat. "Have a drink, Mr. Grady. Enjoy yourself," she said. She leaned closer and dropped her volume to a whisper that made him lean down to hear. "Because whether we remember it or not, that was the last time you'll get to fuck me into your bed."

She took a step back and smiled politely. "Have a nice evening."

She walked away, leaving him stranded by the bar as he thought of her legs wrapped around him and her hands clawing at his back as he drove himself harder and faster into her on top his mattress. He didn't know if it was a memory or fantasy, but either way it was a fun thought.

He didn't drink for the rest of the night, hoping that by some miracle she might show up at his door later. But he had no such luck and he fell asleep alone.

* * *

><p><strong>Please review with your thoughts! Thanks again!<strong>


	2. Chapter 2

**Thanks so much for the reviews from the last chapter. I'm happy to see some familiar names from my last Clawen story!**

* * *

><p>He hadn't planned it. Really. It was sheer luck that got him in possession of her phone number. He just happened to be in the right place at the right time. The right place being on one of the dirt roads close to the raptor paddock that had flooded from a recent storm. The right time being when Claire's assistant, Zara, happened to get a vehicle stuck in the mud on that road with a dead cell phone battery.<p>

Of course, being the chivalrous and caring man that he was, when he found the woman stranded, he offered to call the Operations Manager to update her of her assistant's whereabouts and request island maintenance break out the tow truck to come to the small SUV's aid. Zara had, thankfully, memorized her boss's cell number and was able to readily rattle it off to Owen as he dialed.

She had been less than pleased to hear the news of Zara's mishap. Or perhaps she just wasn't happy that _Owen_ had been the one to tell her. Either way, he didn't much care. It was hard to hide the happy grin on his face as he mentally planned all the ways he could now use having her number.

"She's calling for the tow," he told Zara as he placed his cell back in his vest pocket. They were leaning up against the Jeep Owen drove around after storms like the one they just had, knowing his bike wouldn't handle so much mud on the unpaved roads.

"Are you friends with her?" Zara asked curiously, eyeing his now constant smug smile.

"No," he laughed. "I'm pretty sure she hates me." His smile turned a bit sheepish as he regarded her. "But I like messing with her."

"Like a little boy on the playground pulling her pigtails," Zara teased. "It's refreshing to see, actually. Most men are too afraid to even talk to her most times."

"I'm not most men," he replied proudly. "Most men don't train man-eating beasts." He gestured in the vague direction of the raptor paddock.

"No, they don't," she agreed with a smirk.

"She gets dates, though," he said, his smile fading. "So _some_ men on this island must be brave enough to approach her."

"Yes, but most of those men are the ones that ask her out to subtly insult her the entire night and try to bring her down a peg," she explained, distractedly looking down the road for the coming tow.

Owen's brow furrowed and he wasn't sure what to say. Claire was certainly a force to be reckoned with, but he had a hard time picturing her putting up with something like that - from a date, especially.

...

A week went by before he sent her the first text.

**I really think you should reconsider your stance on this "no second time" issue.**

He had to patiently - or not so patiently - wait five minutes for her simple reply.

**No.**

**Do you even know what I'm talking about?**

**Yes**, she responded almost immediately.

**I'm just saying I think we probably had a very fun night our first time around and that it'd be nice to actually remember the experience. I had sex with Claire Dearing and I got nothing but the smell of vanilla on my sheets for a week afterwards. It's just not fair.**

He waited an hour, sitting on his porch and drinking a couple beers, but she never responded.

...

**I have a theory**, he texted her a few days later. **I think you DO remember our night together and it was so awesome and good that you're afraid to repeat it because you think it'll ruin you for all other men. Either that, or you're afraid you'll fall in love with me.**

**No.**

**Damn it, you're frustrating.**

...

He sent her texts on and off for a whole month, lightly pestering her and begging in a round about way to have another night with her.

**Marry me. **He sent her that text on more than one occasion, always with the answer.

**No.**

**You denying me only makes me want you more.**

**Pig.**

He smiled and walked over to the pig pen and small, shed-like barn where the snuffling animals were kept before being thrown into a race for their lives.

"Come here, Wilbur," Owen muttered as he grabbed one of them from the floor. The pig squealed and wiggled in protest, not liking being held - and if he was one that had already been through the paddock and out the other side, he was probably squealing in fear.

He held the pig up to his face so they were cheek to cheek in a way, and snapped a quick photo with his phone. He sent the picture to Claire along with the comment **I don't see the resemblance.**

**Cute.**

He was sure that was supposed to be sarcastic, but he decided to twist it into something else.

**Thanks. I think you're pretty cute too. Come over to my place tonight and let me show you how cute I think you are.**

**Idiot.**

...

**What are you wearing?**

He sent to her on a particularly late night of drinks with Barry and some others.

**Clothes.**

**Your commitment sarcasm is something to be admired.**

**Thanks.**

**You're welcome. I'm surprised you're up so late.** Owen glanced at the clock on his bedside table which read one thirty-two in the morning. **Can't sleep?**

**No.**

**I could probably help you with that.**

**No.**

**You're not even a little curious about what it would be like?**

**Nope.**

**I don't believe you. But alright. I can only chase a woman for so long. I'll drop it. But if you ever change your mind, or are in the need of a lil sumthin-sumthin,** he chuckled at his own phrasing, **you know where to find me.**

**Thanks.**

...

Three weeks later, he heard a pounding knock on his trailer door just as he was stepping out of the shower. Through a window, he saw it was Claire as he walked to the door. He smirked when he answered the door, only wearing a towel.

"Need something, Miss Dearing?"

She gave him a hard stare, her eyes not lowering to take in his body, he noticed. Without a word, she pushed her way inside and walked the short distance to his bedroom.

"I had a date tonight," she said. "It didn't end like I hoped it would."

He followed her, his hand gripping the towel lest it fall, and saw her stepping out of her shoes and unzipping her dress.

"And how did you hope it would end?" he asked slowly.

"With me screaming in pleasure," she said as she pulled the dress over her head. "He wouldn't even come up to my apartment."

"You got turned down?" he asked, smiling as she stood before him in only her undergarments. "And what? You thought you could come over here and I'd just be perfectly willing to take care of you?"

She shrugged lazily. "You said that you were always here if I needed it."

"I didn't mean after you'd been out with another guy," he said like that should have been obvious. He took a determined step closer. "But you need it?" he asked cautiously. He was holding his breath, not fully believing that was what she was there for after the months of turning him down.

"I do," she whispered. Her hands reached out to touch his chest. He held back the hiss at the touch of her cold fingers.

"What if I'd had another woman over?" he teased.

"Well, depending on who it was, I would have either made them leave, or left and gone home," she answered. "But, considering how much you seemed to have wanted this to happen, I would have thought you'd be pleased that I was here."

"I never said I wasn't pleased," he said softly. He smiled and leaned forward to kiss her but she took a quick step back and held up one finger.

"There are rules," she warned. "First, this is for tonight only. This won't be some reoccurring fling, so don't think that way."

Owen nodded, letting her know he agreed. He didn't need more than one night anyway.

"Second, you can't tell anyone about this."

"Who would I tell?" he asked.

"I don't know or care. Just keep this to yourself."

"Are you ashamed of me?" he asked mockingly.

"I've worked very hard to get where I am," she said. "And having a meaningless night of sex is only something men are allowed to do, apparently. If anyone found out about this, you have no idea the shit I'd have to deal with."

Owen shrugged. "Okay. Fine. Anything else?"

"Yes. I won't be staying the night, so don't insist on it when we're done."

"Okay."

"And I want the lights off."

"What? Why?"

"They're off or I'm leaving," she threatened.

"Alright," he grumbled and turned to the light switch on his wall, flicking it off. "Happy?"

She sighed and he heard the bed creak under her slight weight. "Not yet. But with any luck, you'll get me there."

Owen smirked and shook his head as he walked forward and found the edge of his bed with his knees. Bending over, he put his hands on the comforter and slid them over the material until he found her bare legs.

He alternated placing a kiss on each leg as he worked his way up her body.

"You really don't have to be so gentle," she said as he made it to her thighs.

"I won't be," he assured her.

He placed a long, hard kiss at the apex of her legs, over the black lacy underwear he'd been able to eye on her before he turned the lights off. He heard her small intake of breath and felt her tense and squirm beneath him.

As he moved higher, letting his mouth fall to her abdomen and then to the valley of her breasts, her hands gripped his arms and moved to his chest. She ran them down his torso and to the towel that she quickly removed and tossed to the side.

"At least I know you're clean," she commented as he kissed her neck.

"You have impeccable timing, Miss Dearing," he laughed. "Ten minutes earlier and I would have been covered in grease. Then what would you have done?"

"I would have showered with you," she said in a breathy whisper as her hands found his growing length. His head fell to her shoulder as she stroked him.

"Would we have had to shower in the dark?" he teased as he palmed her breast over her bra, learning her personal balance of soft and firm.

"Maybe," she said.

He thought he could hear her smile and lifted his head to kiss her. She opened her mouth to him fast and willing. He could taste the wine she must have drank earlier. He groaned softly as her hands continued to work him.

Before he felt like he'd burst in anticipation, he rolled off of her and got off the side of the bed.

"What are you doing?" she asked suddenly.

He found her legs with his hands again and pulled her around and to him so most of her legs hung off the mattress. He heard her soft huff of annoyance and ignored it.

"Jogging my memory," he muttered. "I can't remember how much you enjoyed this." He pulled her underwear down and kneeled on the ground between her legs.

She hummed as he opened her with a finger. He turned his head to the inner thigh of her right leg and latched onto a small bite of skin with his lips and teeth. He remembered from Christmas Eve she told him he'd left a similar mark there the first time they'd been in bed together. He liked the idea of leaving another reminder for her.

"You spread that vanilla lotion everywhere, don't you?" he breathed as he pulled away from her leg with a bitter taste.

"Makes me" - she gasped as he added another finger to his ministrations - "smooth."

Her breathy sighs, dramatic gasps, and her hips spasming to meet the push and pull of his hand were making his head spin with desire. He had a hard time believing he kept himself together for these sorts of activities when he was drunk.

He replaced his fingers with his mouth and tongue, and she cried out at the swift change.

She was amazing. She was so fucking amazing. His eyes were adjusting to the darkness, a faint amount of light creeping in from the window from his porch lights, and he could see and feel the movement of her arching her back. Her gasps had turned into needy pants and short moans.

"Oh-_Owen_." He'd never heard his name sound so seductive as it was coming from Claire's mouth.

He felt to his side for the nightstand next to him and opened the drawer, his hand feeling around for one of the foil packets he kept in there as he continued to fast her. After finding one, he put it on top of the nightstand and brought his hand down to lightly squeeze and stroke himself in preparation. He grabbed the packet and pulled his other hand off her leg to open it and roll the condom on.

Claire was writhing on the bed and her breaths and her moans were cutting off in short gasps in anticipation of a coming orgasm. He flattened his tongue against her folds before pulling away sharply.

"No, no, no," she whined hurriedly as he climbed over her. "What are you-"

He kissed her and her hands clutched either side of his face as his hands worked to move her body further up the bed and spread her legs around his hips.

"Good?" he asked quickly as he pulled his mouth from hers.

She lifted her head up and her lips and teeth found his bottom lip in response. Her hands guided him and he entered her as fast as her body would allow him.

"Shi-_it_," he choked in a whisper. He could feel the pressure of her walls as they contracted around him. He couldn't move, could hardly think. The warmth, her cries of delight in his ear, the feel of her breasts against his chest (he wasn't sure when she'd taken her bra off but wasn't complaining as the skin of her breasts felt like silk against him), how her thighs and calves felt smooth against his hips and the backs of his legs - all of it had his heart pounding in his chest and his body begging for a quick release that he didn't want to provide.

"Did you-? Did you just-?" Claire asked, still gasping.

"No," he said laughing, the tension in his body easing for the moment. "But you did."

"Oh, thank God," she sighed.

"What kind of men have you been with, Dearing?" he asked jokingly as he lifted himself over her.

"The wrong kind," she admitted. She lifted her hands to his chest, her fingers and palms gliding over his strained muscles. "I want to be on top of you."

"Okay," he agreed. But before he flipped them, he eased himself almost completely out of her and pushed back in. A moan rumbled in her chest and her body welcomed him with twitching, warm, and soft walls around his member. "Are you sure?"

He continued his slow thrusts, breathing heavily and smiling as she responded to him.

"Let me-" she stuttered. "Let me be on top."

"Why?" he gasped as his movements became faster.

"So you can touch me," she whispered.

It was a damn good reason. In their current position he couldn't do much more than keep his arms locked and his hands on the mattress next to her body. He rolled them quickly, his knees bent over the side of the bed, and she used his chest and stomach as leverage for sitting upright as she straddled him.

Claire hummed in satisfaction at the new angle and he could just make out her form in the darkness. She had her head thrown back and her fingertips rested gently on his lower abdomen. She was gorgeous. He had half a mind to fold his hands behind his head to enjoy the show as she rode him. But a bigger part of him, the part that knew he'd never get this opportunity again and that knew she wanted him to, wanted to touch every inch of her that he could. He slid his hands up from the tops of her thighs to rest on her hips as she began rocking them against him.

"Good God, Grady," she sighed.

"You feel so fucking good," he told her in a harsh whisper as she lifted herself and came back down. "_Fuck_."

He sat up and wrapped one arm around her waist, pulling her down harder on his shaft as she would come down, and the other hand he used to bring one of her breasts to his mouth. Her fingers threaded through his hair as she hid a cry behind closed lips. His tongue lapped wildly as her breathing hitched and the slow, building pressure of her walls against him had him waiting for her crash to come. Her rhythm became erratic and he brought his hands back to her hips to guide her.

Her arms wrapped around his neck and he raised his mouth to hers. Her tongue was slow but greedy against his. Her short, staccato breaths through her nose and the whine building in the back of her throat foreshadowed her pulling away from his mouth with a shuddering, choked cry.

He followed closely behind her release. His hips jerked upward of their own accord as she continued riding him through their climaxes. His hands were pressed tightly to the middle of her back, keeping her steady and close to him as they came down.

"_Jesus Christ_," he panted as she let her weight rest against his chest. Slowly, he eased himself back down, still holding her to him. "_Fuck_, Dearing."

She hummed and tiredly lifted herself above him on shaky arms. Cautiously, she raised her hips and he held her behind her thighs as his member left her in an excruciating slowness that might have even turned him on again, though he was certain he wouldn't be able to move.

She sighed and moved awkwardly to lay next to him across the bed. For a minute or so they laid in silence, catching their breaths. He brought a hand up the rest on his chest, feeling his erratic heartbeat.

"Seriously," he panted, "marry me." Claire hummed again and Owen thought it sounded deliciously pleasant. He turned his head in her direction and saw her eyes were closed and her lips parted. "Do you agree now that it was worth doing again? Worth remembering?"

He saw her smile and tilted her head to see him. "It was very nice, Grady."

"_Nice_," he scoffed. "Give me, like, three more minutes and I'll change that 'nice' to 'fucking fantastic.'"

"I appreciate your enthusiasm," she taunted.

Owen mustered up his strength to push himself into a seated position. He grabbed a couple of tissues off his nightstand to dispose of the used condom before standing.

"Do you want anything to drink?" he asked, making his way in the dark room to his kitchen.

"No, I'm fine," she answered.

He heard her weight shifting on the bed as he opened the small refrigerator door. The light from within could have been the light at the end of the tunnel, so to speak, for how bright it was to his dilated eyes.

When he walked back to the bedroom, now once more fully blind in the dark, he could hear her rustling around but couldn't tell what she was doing.

"How is it that I always lose my bra with you?"

"Always?" he asked. "It's only the second time. And what are you looking for your bra for?"

"I'm leaving."

"What?" He didn't like how panicked that had sounded. "What do you mean you're leaving?"

"I told you I wasn't staying the night," she said with strained patience.

"I'm not saying stay the night," he argued. "I'm saying stay for one more round. You're really done already?"

"Yes," she said with a soft laugh.

"What happened to appreciating my enthusiasm?"

"I do appreciate it," she countered in a kind tone. "It's unnecessary, but I do appreciate it."

"Oh, well as long as you _appreciate_ it," he said, irritated. He moved towards the light switch and flicked the lights on.

"_Owen_," she groaned as she used one hand to shield her eyes from the sudden light and the other to cover her bare breasts. She'd already found her underwear and pulled those on.

He grabbed the bath towel off the floor and wrapped it around his waist. He wasn't typically so shy about his body, especially not with a woman he'd had sex with, but as she was private about hers, it made him a little more self conscious.

He stayed silent as they both hunted for her articles of clothing. She found her bra between the wall and his dresser. He tossed her the purple dress she showed up in and she hastily pulled it over her head.

"Thanks for this," she said after slipping into her heels. She was fighting with the sleeve of her dress and he wondered if she was avoiding his eyes.

He sighed. He was still annoyed that she was leaving when he was fully prepared to go again, but he knew it wasn't fair of him to assume she'd be up for it as well.

"No, no, Miss Dearing," he said, placing his hands on his towel-clad hips. "The pleasure was all mine."

Her eyes flicked to his and a coy smirk played on her lips. She began a confident strut in the direction of the door, and also him. "Well, that's not really true, now, is it?" she said in a low, sedative tone as she passed him.

"No," he said with a small smile. "I guess you got something out of it, too."

He followed her to the door of his trailer which she opened and quickly exited. She turned around as he stood in the doorway.

"Remember, you agreed not to tell anyone," she said.

He rolled his eyes. "I won't."

"Okay, well..." She shifted her weight from one foot to the other and glanced briefly around the outside of his humble abode. "Good night, then," she finally said.

"Night," he called as she turned back towards her car. "Drive safe."

He realized, as she was walking away from him, that he really wasn't ready for her to leave just yet. He _really_ wanted to have her in his bed again. He'd told himself this entire time since they first woke up together that he just needed one more night with her - just one more time. He needed to get her out of his system, in a way. He had been curious about what they'd be like together, and now he knew. And he wished he'd dragged it out longer. He wished they had hours together. He vaguely wondered if he'd always want just one more night with her, and that if he got it, if he'd always feel this disappointed when she left.

* * *

><p><strong>Please review!<strong>


	3. Chapter 3

Three days after she left his bungalow, Owen picked up his phone with the intent of contacting her. He hadn't meant to wait an exact three days - that was just how it happened. That was how long he could go without feeling like he was going crazy from actively trying not to think of her body against his.

**Marry me**, he texted her, smiling.

**No**, was her standard, simple reply.

**You're breaking my heart.**

**Sorry.**

**Liar.**

...

**You should come over to my place tonight**, he texted her another couple of days later.

**Pass.**

**Really, I'll let you do whatever you want to me.**

**I have no doubt**, she replied. **However, there is nothing more I want to do with you.**

**Whatever. I'm just happy I finally got more than a single, monosyllabic word from you.**

**Enjoy the little things in life.**

He took that as progress.

...

**I need something from you.**

Her text came as a surprise to him as it was the first time she'd initiated any electronic communication between them that wasn't a work memo with multiple people included. The raptors below him started chattering impatiently as he stood on the bridge with his hand raised and holding a dead rat, the other holding his phone.

"Sorry, girls," he mumbled before tossing the rat to Blue.

**What could you possibly need from me?** he asked.

**A little help with an itch.**

He smirked, still a bit surprised by her actions, but now excited as well.

**Come by my bungalow later and I'll see what I can do.**

Maybe he should be playing hard to get. Maybe he shouldn't jump at the chance to have sex with her whenever she called for him because thus far she hadn't shown him the same curtesy. But then again, it was Claire fucking Dearing and he figured he should get it while and when he can with her.

**No, not later. Now.**

His brows rose slightly.

**During work hours? Dearing, you surprise me.**

**Take your lunch break now and meet me at your place.**

**As sexy as your impatience for me is, I've already taken my lunch. No go, sweetheart.**

**I'll come over to the paddock. We'll have a "meeting" in your office.**

He was cautious of her suggestion, knowing this had to be far from normal for her.

_Or maybe it wasn't._

He shook his head, not enjoying where that thought might lead him.

He glanced around nervously, like he thought someone might be reading his messages over his shoulder. But no one was closer than ten yards. The girls had recently become very distracted when other people were on the bridge - they snarled and hissed in hostility. As a result, a new rule was set in place that Owen was to be the only one on the bridge during their training.

As discreetly and as casually as he could manage, he pulled his wallet from his back pocket and peaked through the bifold.

"Damn," he muttered.

**I don't have a condom with me**, he told her. **Just come over later and I'll make it up to you.**

**I can't see you tonight. Just find one.**

**If I go around asking for a condom and then you show up and we disappear for a little while, I'm pretty sure people are going to start connecting the dots.**

**Figure it out, Grady. I need this.**

A picture came with her text that had him leaning forward and griping the railing of the bridge as shock threatened to overcome him. Her blouse was indecently unbuttoned and her breasts were shamelessly on display in a white bra. The picture cut off just below her chin and it appeared she was sitting at her desk as her breasts were shelved on a dark wooden surface.

If she had shocked him before, he wasn't sure what that moment qualified as. Astonishment, maybe?

"Barry!" he barked suddenly. The raptors below him started and one or two hissed in retaliation of the scare. "Take over for me."

He jogged the length of the bridge to the stairs.

"Why, what's wrong?" Barry asked as he climbed the metal steps.

"I've got a meeting," Owen mumbled as the two men passed each other.

"A meeting?" Barry questioned. "With who?"

"Dearing," he shouted back. "I forgot about it. She's on her way. I'm supposed to give her a report for InGen," he lied.

"Oh," Barry laughed jeeringly. "Good luck with that."

Owen rummaged around inside his office, knowing he'd never find a condom in there. He'd never had the occasion for one to be used there and he wasn't so hopelessly horny and optimistic as to keep a stash where he worked. Now he wished he had been. Giving up and slamming the door of his desk cabinet shut, he stood and ran his fingers through his hair. His phone vibrated against his chest and he withdrew it from the pocket of his vest.

**I'm on my way**, she said. She sent another picture, this one of her tight skirt hiked up high enough on her legs as she sat on the leather seat in her car that he knew the material only _just_ covered whatever underwear she may - _or may not_, he thought - be wearing. Her hand was resting against the creamy skin of her thigh and he wondered if he'd still be able to see the red mark he left on her a little more than a week ago.

There was an uncomfortable tightening in his pants from her pictures and the anticipation. He figured worse case was they'd just go down on each other if he couldn't find a condom. But, God damn, did he want to be buried inside her. There wasn't anyway to ask for one from someone else. He briefly thought of raiding Barry's office but that man wasn't the type to keep one in his wallet let alone his desk. No one else had offices except Hoskins, but he kept his locked when he wasn't on the island. The other techs only had a locker room where they kept their things during work.

It might be a long shot, but Owen figured it was worth a try. He quietly exited his office and crept down the hall towards the locker room. He knew most of the workers were outside, tending to the girls and the paddock, but he didn't want to cause anymore attention to himself than necessary.

The locker room was, mercifully, empty and he stalked around, glancing at the names written on painter's tape above the stalls.

"You're a perv, Mike," he muttered as he stopped in front of one locker. "Let's see what you've got."

He found the master key on his keyring for the lockers (he and Barry each had one for the random drug searches the park did - they were pretty serious about the no drug policy, especially after finding a plot of land devoted to growing weed a few years back) and unlocked the metal-mesh door.

"Ah, you beautiful moron," he said happily as he saw Mike's wallet sitting on a small shelf next to a set of keys.

He opened the wallet, ignoring the bills and digging around for a shiny foil packet. He almost cried out in success as he found one in a small zippered pocket. He quickly put the wallet back and closed the locker.

Casually, he left the locker room and walked down the hall to his office towards the back of the small building. He heard the heavy door to the outside open and turned to see Claire entering the hall. Her shirt was buttoned up and her skirt didn't appear to have a wrinkle on it from her antics in the car. The only proof of her wanton behavior was left on his phone.

"Did you find one?" she asked quietly as she fell into step with him.

He merely nodded and opened his office door for her. He thought he caught her smiling before he turned to shut and lock the door.

Her lips were on his the moment her turned back to her. Her hands were in his hair and her chest was pressed firmly against his.

"I can't believe we're doing this," he said, muffled against her lips.

She began pulling him, walking backwards through the small room until they reached the front of his desk.

"I don't have much time," she whispered hurriedly. Her hands worked his belt loose. "I have to be at the aviary in forty minutes."

He knew it took about a half hour to get to that part of the island from where they were. He undid three buttons on her blouse, exposing the bra she'd teased him with before.

"I can make that work," he breathed before leaned back in to kiss her. His tongue battled with hers as his hand gripped her skirt and pulled the firm material up and up until it was over her hips. "I could make it work better if you'd come over tonight."

"I can't," she said. He kissed her neck as he pulled her underwear down her legs. "I have plans."

He froze but she hadn't seemed to notice as she hitched herself up onto his desk. Her hands fumbled with his pants, opening them and pulling them and his boxers low enough to free his erection.

"You have a date tonight?" he asked, bewildered.

"It's not a date," she answered. "Just dinner with some friends."

He kissed her again, satisfied with her answer, and reached into his shirt breast pocket for the condom he'd pilfered from his staff. She unbuttoned his shirt halfway as he rolled the latex on.

"Did you like my pictures?" she asked quietly as she kissed his chest.

"Definitely," he sighed as he reached for her hips. She guided him to her entrance. "You're good?" he asked, hesitating. They hadn't done any foreplay to prepare her body for him.

"I've been ready since this morning," she panted, tugging anxiously on his member. "I want you, Grady."

If he'd doubted her words at all, her body told him otherwise, readily accepting him with warm, smooth walls. Her head tipped back when he was fully inside her. He set a fast pace, knowing they didn't have all the time in the world. Claire was biting her lip and soft groans were coming from her throat in time with his hips. Her hands were propping her up at an angle that kept her breasts too far away from him for his liking, though the sight of them, peaking out from her bra and blouse, jostling with their movements, was something he thought he could get used to.

They were only a few minutes in when there was a loud knock on his door. He froze again, buried in her.

"No, no, no," she whispered desperately. She rocked her hips. "Please, don't stop."

He figured after they were done there, he could die happily. Claire Dearing begging him _not_ to stop fucking her had to be the greatest thing to ever happen to him.

He took a steadying breath and closed his eyes to avoid the sight of her distracting him.

"I'm in a meeting," he shouted.

"It's about time for the feeding," Barry called.

"Yeah, I know," he said, agitated by the disruption. "I'll be out in a minute."

They waited quietly, Claire still moving her hips slowly, barely rocking against him but by the look on her face it was working for her. He heard the loud slam of the building's entry door and let out the breath he'd been holding. He started to build the pace of his hips back up.

"Wait," she said. "Go slow."

Her eyes were closed and she held herself up enough to allow for more mobility of her own. Her mouth fell open and she let out a long, content sigh as he slowly entered her. With her hips positioned in that way, he knew that his shaft was rubbing against her clit as they moved. But soon her arms began to shake in strain and she let her full weight rest back on his desk. He brought a hand between them to do what his member no longer could at the resulting angle.

Her breath quickened as his slow strokes quickly built her up. He watched in a dazed sort of awe as she climaxed, her walls pulsing around him, her jaw slack, and her eyes lazily closed.

It wasn't anything like the frenzied fuck he'd been expecting. He thought they'd be trying to stifle moans with tongues and skin and his hips would be slapping against hers as she tumbled, clawing at him. This was almost..._sweet_. If it wasn't for the fact that he had her on his desk and their clothes were still mostly on, he would have called it love making.

"Come on," she urged him quietly. She was still humming in relief as she reached one hand towards him and ran her fingers along the flesh exposed by his open shirt. "_Fuck, Owen,_" she moaned softly. "So good."

God, she was sexy. Post orgasm, sated, and coaxing him to his relief with little notions of praise of his skill with her body - he really loved fucking this woman.

"Owen," she said, somewhere between a pant and a moan. Both his hands held up her torso as she arched and leaned her head back. "God, Owen."

Her body still clenched around him as she was settling. He felt the quick build and tidal wave of release at his sudden climax. He leaned forward, his mouth eagerly searching out her breasts as his hips jerked shallowly.

After a minute to catch his breath, he straightened and pulled away from her. He grabbed tissues off his desk to dispose of the condom while Claire pulled her underwear up her legs and straightened her skirt.

"Thanks," she said.

He watched her button her blouse as he pulled up his pants. He smiled.

"Anytime," he laughed. "Seriously. Anytime."

She smiled too, straightening her shirt on her shoulders. Owen buttoned his shirt and found his phone, discarded at some point from his vest, on his desk. There was a text from Barry. **I was trying to save you**, he said, referring to the disruptive knock a few moments ago.

"I still can't believe you came over here for that," he said. "You're full of surprises, Dearing. And here I thought you were done with me," he teased, slipping his cell back in his pocket.

"I thought I was too," she said. She made her way to his door. "I guess you just had what I needed today."

"God," he sighed, amazed and shaking his head. "Marry me."

She rolled her eyes, still smirking as she left his office. He followed after her.

"No, seriously," he continued when they stepped outside. "I think we'd be a great married couple. We wouldn't care be in each other's business all the time, and we'd get to have great sex every night."

"It's not a bad thought," she mused humorously as she opened her car door. "But I think I'd kill you if we lived together."

"Not if we were doing that all the time," he said with a jerk of her head toward the offices.

Again, she smiled. "Thanks for your help, Mr. Grady."

She settled into her seat and pulled the door closed before he could make another comment. He watched her pull out and away from the paddock, suddenly thinking about Claire in a schoolgirl's outfit calling him professor.

He might have a problem.

...

He had to admit, he was quite proud of himself. After their "meeting" in his office, Owen abstained from texting or communicating with her in any way. The pride came from his self-control, because he sure as hell _wanted_ to see her again but he wouldn't allow himself to cave. He'd spent a gross amount of time begging for her body and she'd only relented twice, and on her terms no less. So to save himself some trouble and from looking pathetic, he refused to seek her out first. He figured she'd come around again eventually, and he could wait it out...he hoped.

Thankfully - or mercifully - his patience was only tested for a week.

He drove his bike back to his bungalow after a full day at the paddock. The air was warm and starting to turn muggy again as the slightly cooler months out of the year came to an end. The wind on his bare forearms, neck, and head was a nice reprieve from the heat. The sun was just beginning to set and he was thinking it was going to be a nice night to lay out in his hammock and drink a cold beer.

Those plans were cast by the wayside, however, as soon as he saw the familiar white Mercedes parked in front of his trailer. His heart picked up its beating pace just slightly as he parked next to the car and cut the engine. He glanced around, noticing she wasn't seated behind the wheel, and spotted her just as she was standing up from the rocker he kept on the deck of his shed.

Silently, they both made their way to the door of his trailer. He watched her carefully as she walked down the few wooden steps in her white heels and around to the door where she stood, facing the door and avoiding his stare, with an impassive expression.

"So-" he began with a small chuckle.

"Don't," she said quickly. "Just...don't."

He frowned as she sighed heavily. He unlocked the door and opened it for her. She entered without hesitation and turned to the left, beelining for the bedroom. He followed slowly behind her, curious about her mood. His eyes never lost track of her as she slipped off her heels and reached behind her to unzip her dress.

Taking her lead, he took off his vest and toed off his boots. He'd begun unbuttoning his shirt, still standing in the doorway of his small bedroom, when she made her way to him, her dress now laying across his dresser. The lights were off in the trailer, but as the sun had yet to fully set, plenty of light shone through the window to illuminate her form. She still wouldn't look him in the eye, he noticed. As she took over unbuttoning his shirt, he briefly wondered if she was embarrassed about something.

"Good to see you again, Miss Dearing," he said softly as she spread the lapels of his shirt back and over his shoulders so the material would fall to the floor (with the exception of it getting caught on his watch).

She sighed again in response. Her hands fell to his belt which she quickly loosened.

"Bad day?" he asked.

"Yes," she answered, finally speaking. She tugged his unfastened pants down, leaving him in his boxers. "I need something from you."

"What's that?" he asked playfully. He had a pretty good idea what she wanted.

Claire grabbed his right arm, just above his wrist and walked him forward so he could step out of his cargos. "I really," - she began, pulling him a couple more steps until they were at the foot of the bed - "_really_," - her hand traveled up his arm and then down his chest. He repressed the tingle in his nerves - "want to scream."

"You want me to make you scream?" he repeated carefully. She nodded and brought both hands to the front of his boxers, slipping a couple of fingers beneath the band. "Okay," he agreed. "Just remember that you asked for it."

He thought he caught her smiling just before he craned his neck down to reach her lips. He brought his hands to her face for a moment - to hold her there and savor that moment when she kissed him back - then dropped them almost immediately to her hips. He edged her backwards and wouldn't let her mouth leave his as he climbed over her and they moved further up the bed.

"I have a game we can play," he mumbled against her lips. He moved his mouth further down to her neck and chest.

"We're already playing a game," she said. "It's called 'Make me Scream.'"

"My game goes along with that," he assured her. "I call it 'How Many Times Can I Make You Come?'" He pulled the strap of her bra down to free one of her breasts.

"Oh, that sounds like a fun game," she breathed. He smiled against her nipple before taking it in his mouth and gentle laving at it with his tongue.

The answer was four. He brought her to orgasm four times before he couldn't contain his own any longer.

The first was brought by his fingers and tongue on her clitoris. The second by only his tongue, roaming between her clit and just inside her walls. The third came from her riding him - hard, he might add. The second must have brought about a second wind in her or knocked some bottled up sexual frustration over because she went wild on him. Much of that energy was spent during that third round so for the fourth, she let him roll them and he fucked her into his bed, like he'd been dreaming about since the Christmas Eve party.

He almost hadn't made it through to her fourth. There was a moment when he had to stop. He stilled his movements, holding his weight above her.

"What's wrong?" she had asked, panting.

He groaned. "One second."

"Did you cramp up?" she asked and it sounded like scolding.

"No," he laughed. "I'm just- " He took a deep breath which didn't help. "I'm trying to get to number four."

"Oh." She smiled and he thought it was the most adorable she'd ever looked, even if it was teasing. "Well, good. Because I _am_ waiting, Grady."

"I know, Dearing," he said through gritted teeth.

She flexed her hips upward and he let out a choked moan, quickly settling his weight on his bent legs and he grabbed her hips with his hands, firmly to keep them in place. Her smile turned devilish.

He was so deep inside her. He thought he could stay there forever in the warm and tight sheath. But those walls clenched even tighter and his hips jerked and a moan sounded behind his closed lips in response.

"Not fair," he breathed.

He wasn't sure how she managed it, exactly, but she was able to pull herself up into his lap, their bodies never separating. She wrapped her arms around his neck and he helped support her weight as her exhausted legs were shaking under the strain.

"Come on," she urged in a sultry whisper. "Fuck me, Grady. Fuck me." Her hips moved marginally against his. Their mouths met for a brief kiss before she pulled away, gasping and grabbing at the back of his neck. "Fuck me. I don't want you to stop."

"Alright!" he declared, determined once more and not liking her torturing him. He kissed her and forced his tongue into her mouth. As gently as he could while moving fast, he brought her back down on the bed and spread her legs further apart. He set his pace again, quick and unrelenting. Soon, he brought one of her legs up and let it bend at her knee, he tucked it in the crook of his arm and thrust deep and hard. She cried out, her arms grasping the bed above her as her back arched.

He'd learned the meaning behind the noises she made by then. Her loud moans followed by long hums and heavy pants usually meant she was close. Her hands, clutching at the sheets and then at his body meant she would spill over at any moment. He bent down to kiss her, gentle in contrast to the rest of there bodies. His tongue lapped against hers until she came to life beneath him, breaking away from his mouth to shout out as her body convulsed around him.

He never stood a chance of lasting longer.

He fell to lay next to her when they finished. The sound of their heavy breathing the only noise around.

"Marry me," he said with a tired sigh.

"You always have to ruin it, don't you?" she pondered, staring at the paneled and peeling ceiling.

"One of these days, Dearing. One of these days." He looked at her. "You having a better day yet?"

He saw her fight a smile and raise up to sit, running fingers through her hair and then covering her chest as she glanced around for her undergarments.

"Why do you do that?" he asked curiously, still laying out in all his glory.

"Do what?"

"Hide," he explained, sitting up next to her. "You know I've seen you naked. I think you know I _like_ you naked," he joked. "I might even go as far to say I _prefer_ you naked. So why hide yourself?"

"It's called modesty, Mr. Grady," she said haughtily. She reached over to his nightstand, grabbed a few tissues, and let them fall in his lap. "You should take a class in it one day."

"Only if you're the teacher, my dear." He placed a quick kiss to her shoulder before standing to find a pair of shorts and rid his body of the spent condom.

He tossed her the dress draped over his dresser and left the room so she and her modesty could get dressed while he grabbed a beer. He still intended on lounging out on his hammock that night.

He walked her out to her car when she was ready to leave. She stood outside the vehicle, looking uncomfortable for a brief moment before she smiled kindly, but strained.

"I appreciate-"

"My enthusiasm?" he asked dryly.

She rolled her eyes but her smile and posture relaxed. "Well, yes, but I was going to say your discretion."

He shrugged. "I told you I wouldn't tell anyone."

"I know," she said. "It's just nice to know that you're a man of your word."

The side of his mouth lifted. "Thanks."

She nodded, a little stiff again, and turned to open her door.

"Hey," he said suddenly as she climbed into her car. "Next time, give me a little bit of a heads up, if you can. Sometimes Barry comes here after work with me..."

"I-" she stuttered and laughed a bit incredulously. "I don't plan on doing this again."

"Alright, well, good," he said with an endearing smile. "But just in case you do - which you know I'm perfectly okay with - it might be good to let me know so that no one else stops by and sees you. Given how much you like your discretion."

She regarded him quietly for a moment, her brow furrowed. "Wouldn't you want to keep it quiet as well?"

"What do you mean?"

"Would you really be okay with people knowing that you and I are-_were_...doing this sort of thing?" she asked in disbelief.

"Honey, I'd shout it from the rooftops if you'd let me," he teased. Her expression hardened and she pulled back further into her car. He'd said the wrong thing. "Or...I don't know, maybe I wouldn't. I guess it's no one's business but ours, right?" That seemed to make her happier.

"That's how I feel," she agreed. She placed her hand on the handle of her door, indicating she was ready to leave. "Good night, Mr. Grady."

"Good night, Dearing."

He walked slowly over to his hammock, watching as she backed out of the dirt path that was his driveway for all intents and purposes. He waved just as she pulled out of sight. He wondered when he'd see her again. _If_ he'd see her again.
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><p>At first he thought it was cute; the way she denied that they'd ever fall back in bed together again, considering she'd yet to maintain that stance while they had actual memories of each other to hold on to. He found it funny that she wouldn't admit to wanting it to occur again. It was almost ego-stoking. She was kindling a narcissistic fire within him. He felt irresistible to her.<p>

He should have known she was setting him up for disappointment.

The days after their last encounter in his bungalow turned into weeks which soon turned into two whole months before he saw her again. He didn't text her during that time, knowing his efforts would be wasted. There were times when he'd type a message, only to delete it before sending, wondering if maybe he just needed to get himself back on her radar. But over time, that urge faded. Things at the paddock had been hectic, the park was heading into its peak season; it wasn't good timing, he determined.

Hoskins was making regular visits once every two weeks, which always put Owen on edge. He didn't like the gleam in the guy's eye when he looked at his raptors. It was almost maniacal. Also, Delta and Echo had come down with a strange cough that the vets couldn't seem to get rid of. Their speed was slowing, their energy was down. He was beginning to worry InGen would decide to cut their losses and terminate them.

He knew she was probably swamped, too, as the number of guests in the park grew (it would seem exponentially and overnight). Also, he'd heard the engineers had deemed the T-Rex paddock as vulnerable and in need of immediate repair. Not to mention this was the hardest part of the year to get supplies to the island due to all the tropical storms.

He thought with all that going on that maybe she'd need a little stress relief that he seemed pretty good at providing her, but she hadn't come to him. Still, he hadn't completely given up. And he realized just how pathetically hopeful he was when they ran into each other one afternoon around lunchtime.

Normally, he and Barry avoided the shops and restaurants of the theme park like the area was infested with some plague and flesh-eating bacteria hybrid disease. The only exceptions being the bars and a few restaurants at night and that was almost exclusively during the off season. But that day, call it the stars aligning, fate, kismet, or what have you, he and Barry went to a little sub shop on The Boulevard and within five minutes, Claire and her assistant walked in.

"Well, if it isn't my knight in shining armor," Zara said as she and Claire stood behind the two men in line.

Owen turned in surprise, smiling as he saw them, particularly pleased to see the Operations Manager in all her sparkling white-dress-wearing glory. She, of course, paid him no mind, with her eyes and fingers glued to the screen of her phone.

"Hey," Owen greeted, smiling.

"'Knight in shining armor'?" Barry repeated, confused.

"I saved her from some mud," Owen explained.

Zara rolled her eyes with a playful smirk and crossed her arms. "Mr. Grady was kind enough to call for a tow when my car got stuck," she answered.

"And I waited with you until the tow truck came," he added proudly.

"Yes, you were quite the gentleman," she said humorously.

"How galant of you," Barry teased. "Pretty girl needs some help, of course you're the first one to volunteer. But if your best friend needs you to cover a night shift for him, suddenly you've caught the flu."

"Hey! I've covered for you plenty of times," Owen argued.

"_Once_."

Zara laughed at the exchange. While Owen shrugged. "My nights have been busy. What do you want me to say?"

"Oh, speaking of busy nights," Zara said suddenly. "I had a friend ask about you."

"About me?" he asked, eyeing Claire who still hadn't shown the small group any interest.

"Yes, she wanted to know if you were seeing anyone."

Claire's eyes flickered briefly and discreetly to her assistant. Owen wouldn't have seen it if he hadn't been looking at her at that moment.

"Which friend are we talking about?" he asked curiously, tearing his gaze from Claire and standing up straighter, prouder.

Zara smirked. "Do you know Sylvie Waters? She works with the Mosasaur."

"Oh, right," Barry said. "She's the one with the tattoo on her arm, right?" He placed his left hand over the underside of his right forearm.

Zara nodded, but Owen shook his head. "I don't think I know her."

"She's cute," Barry said with a shrug. "And nice. I've only talked to her a few times."

"She's _very_ nice," Zara agreed emphatically. "And _very_ cute. And she's really funny."

"So she's perfect?" Owen taunted. "No flaws at all, huh?"

"None," she answered, smiling.

"Wow," he said, impressed. "Unfortunately, I am seeing someone right now."

Zara immediately looked put out and he watched Claire carefully to see her eyes flick quickly up to his. He smiled triumphantly.

"_Who?_" Barry asked, surprised.

"Stacy," he answered.

Barry groaned. "That again?"

Stacy worked in engineering. She and Owen had met at a party a few years back and had an on again, off again sort of relationship. They'd stayed friends even when they were off. A couple of nights ago they'd met for dinner, and while the night had been completely platonic, that was usually how their relationship started back up again.

"Oh," Claire said suddenly, looking up from her phone and addressing Zara. "I forgot to tell you I'll be going home after my three o'clock meeting tomorrow to get ready for my date with David."

Zara gaped. "I thought you had said it was over between the two of you?"

Claire shrugged. "I reconsidered."

"Dearing's got her herself a boyfriend?" Owen mocked, hiding his surprise, as Barry placed their sandwich orders, finally having made it to the front of the long line.

Claire's steel gaze turned on him and she raised an unimpressed brow in response.

Owen folded his arms over his chest and smiled. It didn't go unnoticed by him that she brought up that she was seeing someone right after he'd done the same. "So what's this guy do? Run a billion dollar corporation? Do you guys swap managing tips over a bottle of wine?"

Claire sneered at his remarks. "And what do you talk about with your dates? Nursing techniques for velociraptors?"

"Sometimes," he conceded. "But Stacy's in the Army, so mostly we just share the heroic stories of us defending our country," he said haughtily.

"Those stories are interesting," she said nonchalantly, diverting her attention back to her phone. "David has a few of those from his time in the Marines."

"Marines, huh?" Owen asked shrewdly. "Where'd he serve?"

"Afghanistan, mostly. Though, some of his missions were classified, so I don't know everything," she answered, still avoiding his eyes.

"And what's this guy do now?"

"He's the head of security," Zara answered helpfully.

"_David Browning?_" Owen asked incredulously. "You're dating _that_ guy?"

Owen was a very self-assured man. He was proud of his time in the Navy. And was even more proud of the work he did with the animals he trained. There weren't many people that could get under his skin - not like in the way Hoskins did, where he constantly felt like punching the man; or like the way Claire did, where he spent nights trying to remember the way her body felt against his. But this man, David Browning, creeped the hell out of him.

They'd only met on a few occasions; once when he was first hired. As a former military man being brought in to train the island's deadliest, Browning had shown an interest. They'd met again when one of the paddock's techs had half his forearm bitten off a few years back. And once more at a meeting to discuss new security policies throughout the park where Browning had asked Owen to assist with the ACU regarding asset containment for the larger and more aggressive dinosaurs.

In all fairness, Browning didn't seem to have a problem with Owen. If anything, he was a little too chummy with him. For instance, when the incident at the paddock had occurred and they were going over the details of what happened prior to the tech being attacked, Browning had insinuated to Owen that he understood that safety isn't always a guarantee and that "things happen," that they'd both had seen some things during their service (though Owen never mentioned anything about his time in the Navy to him).

It was his cavalier attitude about people's safety with the animals (which he found severely inappropriate considering the man was head of security - guest security, mind, not security of the assets, but still) and the whispers of his time in the Marines - things about black ops and dishonorable discharges (he had absolutely no proof of any of that, but people talked) - that kept Owen feeling at odds with him.

"Yes. _That guy,_" Claire answered snidely.

"Doesn't seem like your type," he commented.

"And what would you know of my type, Mr. Grady?" she asked. She let the hand holding her phone rest on her hip and cocked her head curiously.

"Absolutely nothing, Miss Dearing," he agreed quietly with a pointed stare. He at least knew what her type was in bed but he knew she wouldn't be too happy with him saying that with company around them.

Barry collected their prepared subs from the counter and they left with a swift goodbye. Owen remained in a sour mood for the rest of the day. He blamed it on the heavy traffic of tourists as they headed back to the paddock.

...

Owen figured they were done. She was seeing someone. She thought he was seeing someone. She wasn't going to come around his place anymore. He thought about deleting her number from his phone to preemptively squash any moments of weakness where he might try to reach out to her. But he hadn't been able to bring himself to do even that.

Three weeks after their tense exchange in the sub shop, Owen was throwing a party at his bungalow. Now that the tourists were packing up the bars, the park's employees needed a different place to let loose, and Owen tried to provide that space to them a couple times a year. A week of storms had just pushed through, and in its wake was the mildest of fronts that didn't do much to lower the temperature, but did bring an ease to the humidity. So he'd thrown an impromptu party. The sun had baked the ground enough during the day that the mud was mostly dried up. The lights he kept strung up year round and the glowing fire pit made for a nice setting. Plus, these people knew how to drink. They had two folding tables covered in bottles of liquor and wine and a couple of kegs on the ground.

He settled himself into one of the many lawn chairs someone had brought along and took sips from a beer while chatting with those sitting nearby.

"Hey," a soft voice said just before a kiss was pressed to the top of his head.

He looked up and watched as Stacy walked around the chair to stand before him. She slid her way into his lap and wrapped an arm around his neck. He rested his beer bottle on her knee.

"So you're really going to leave me, huh?" he asked.

She'd told him a couple weeks earlier she would be shipping out soon for a second tour in the Middle East. He was surprised, knowing how hard of a time she'd had during her first.

"I really am," she said. "One more month."

"How could you possibly want to leave all this?" He gestured wide to the surrounding area and all the people around them.

She sighed heavily and glanced around. A frown formed on her brow as her gaze was drawn to something in the distance.

"Who's that?" she asked, nodding her head in the direction of the dirt road.

Owen followed her stare. Mostly hidden by the shadows of the surrounding trees in the moonlight, he could just barely see the glint of the fire and lights off the white hood of a vehicle.

"Probably security checking on the fire," he lied easily. "Get up for a second; I'll go talk to them. Here, finish my beer."

Stacy slumped back down in the lawn chair once he stood and accepted the proffered bottle.

Owen made his way, as casually as he could so as not to draw attention, to the Mercedes parked up the road. Claire rolled down the window as he drew nearer.

"I'm sorry. I should've called," she whined. He saw her hands gripping the wheel tightly as he stood at the door and she dropped her head to rest against the leather between her fists. "You told me to let you know if I would be coming by and I didn't."

"It's fine," he said dismissively. "Are you okay?" Something was definitely off.

She lifted her head and nodded. She was avoiding his eyes, something she did often, but he could still see her cheeks had dried streaks of makeup on them.

"I'm sorry. I should've called," she repeated.

"Hey, it's fine," he said urgently. "What's wrong? What happened?" He thought about Browning and his skeeviness. "Did someone hurt you? Do I need to go beat the shit out of someone?"

A sad laugh bubbled up from her chest. At least she smiled.

"No," she said, shaking her head. "It's nothing like that."

"You're sure?" he pressed. "I got raptors that love to hunt and eat, so you say the word and I can make someone disappear."

She put her hands to her face. "You can't say that kind of thing to me."

"Why? You going to report me?"

"I might take you up on it," she countered. She leaned back in her chair and turned to face him.

He leaned his crossed forearms against the door and snuck a peek at the party. No one was obviously interested in the two of them. "So, what are you doing here, then?"

"I had a really, really bad day," she explained sadly. "One of my worst. And I just thought..." She sighed and he couldn't tell if it was because she was upset or annoyed. "I didn't want to be alone but I didn't want to be with anyone either."

"Is this a 'you want me to make you scream' sort of thing?" he asked cautiously.

She hesitated before reaching out and grabbing his arm. "It's more of a 'I want you to make me forget' thing."

He eyed her sympathetically. "What about Browning?"

She shook her head and removed her hand. "Nothing happened. We went out a couple more times, but... He wasn't what I wanted."

He kept his mouth shut and his damned hopes down at her words. He didn't want to look too far into what she'd said. She did not say that _he_ was what she wanted. Not in that way. They only had sex, nothing more. Just really great, fantastic, remember-it-for-the-rest-of-your-life, S-E-X, _sex_. He would _not_ delude himself into thinking it was more.

"Oh! What about you?" she asked, cringing. "I forgot you were seeing someone."

He shrugged. "Nah, we called it off. She's shipping out again with the Army in a month. She didn't want to start something we couldn't finish."

Claire nodded, distractedly, it seemed. "Listen, I know this is a bad time." She waved a hand at the party going on without him. "And if you're still hung up on this other woman, or if you're not up for it, it's fine. It's perfectly fine. Actually" - she was talking very fast now - "it's probably for the best. I should just get going."

"Claire," he called softly, smiling.

She sat up straighter and leaned forward to grab at the keys still resting in the ignition. "I'm sorry to have bothered you. Enjoy your party."

"Claire!" he said a little louder. She halted but wouldn't turn to him. "I said I'd always be around if you needed me. You've said before that I'm a man of my word. And I am."

He pulled his cell from the pocket of his board shorts.

"Hey, Bar," he said as his friend picked up the line. "I need you to do something for me and I need you to never ask me any questions about it."

"_You seriously overestimate my commitment to you, my friend._"

"Alright, do this and I'll work three nights for you whenever you ask," he bargained.

"_What do you need?_" Barry asked, sounding much more interested.

"I need you to make sure these people don't burn my place down tonight."

"_What do you mean? Are you leaving?_"

Claire was eyeing him warily as he paced by her car.

"I said no questions, man."

"_Alright_," he conceded. "_What should I tell people if they ask where you went?_"

"Tell them I had to go check on the girls," he offered. "I gotta go."

He hung up without waiting for a goodbye. "My night just opened up," he told Claire who fought a smile. He jogged lightly around the front of her car and climbed into the passenger's seat.

She made a sound of disgust. "_Board shorts?_ As if my day hadn't been bad enough."

"Don't worry," he said with a wink. "They're coming off."

* * *

><p><strong>Please review! I'm dying for some feedback!<strong>
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><p>"I guess..." She trailed off, thinking something over. "I guess we should go to my place," she said finally. She drove her car slowly along the long dirt path that lead away from his bungalow.<p>

He heard her uneasiness, her hesitation. "Well, the paddock will have the night shift working. I could probably sneak into my office without anyone seeing us, though," he offered. "Or we could go park somewhere." He turned to look around the back seat of the car. "I'm sure these seat fold down."

"We're _not_ having sex in my car," she said, horrified.

He threw up his hands in surrender. "Just a suggestion," he said. "How is my office better than your car?"

"It's not," she agreed. "I'd just..." They pulled to a slow stop at a fork in the road. "We can just go to my place," she said, determined. "It's fine." She turned towards the right and stepped down a little harder on the gas.

She lived in the residential building on the backlot, away from the tourists' eyes. There were fourteen floors and she shared the top with two other high level executives, one of which didn't live there full time. In comparison to his house, her apartment was massive. His entire trailer could have fit in her living room. And it was full of whites and creams.

He wasn't given a tour. After locking the dead bolt behind him, she walked slowly around to stand before him. She eyed him carefully before letting her gaze fall to his shirt, which she grabbed by the hem and tugged up his chest.

He wanted to say something, a quick-witted remark about the cleanliness of her place, the monochromatic color scheme, anything to break the silence, but there was something about her movements, the air she was giving off, that kept his mouth shut.

He pulled his shirt over his head and let it fall to the floor, smirking. He figured that might annoy her but it didn't seem to phase her as she ran her hands over his chest and down his stomach. He bent his neck to capture her lips. He expected the quick spark of passion, of heat, the way it normally was with them; the fast movements, the harsh grabs of skin and muscle, loud pants, the anticipation too much for either of them. But she kissed him slow and her hands stilled on his torso before slowly creeping up the lace together behind his neck.

He wrapped his arms around her waist and pulled her body to his. He could do slow. He'd love to do slow with her. She stood up onto her toes, which gave his craned neck a break, and pushed her chest into his as her tongue entered his mouth.

God, she was sexy. He could easily do this the rest of the night. And the next night. And the night after that. Her body felt amazing under his hands. Her slim waist, the soft curve of her hips and backside, the way the tight muscles in her back seemed to relax under his fingers...

He was pulled from his thoughts by the feeling of something wet on his cheek. He pulled back from her. Her eyes were closed and her jaw tightened. He brought a hand up to her face and touched the moisture he saw there. Her eyes opened - they were turning red and tear-brimmed. She stared at him and just as he was about to ask her what was wrong, she pulled away from him and quickly wiped at her eyes.

"Come on," she said softly. She grabbed his hand and lead him through her living room and down a short hallway to her bedroom.

The bed itself was huge. He had a small double back at his place; he couldn't believe she'd rather have sex on that minuscule thing when she had this behemoth available to her. Again, everything was white and cream colored save for one throw across a wing-backed chair in the corner that was a deep blue.

She stood at the foot of the bed, silent, and apparently waiting for him.

"You're sure you want to do this?" he asked, wary of her tears.

"Of course I'm sure," she said like it was obvious and was confused as to how he could possibly think otherwise.

She gasped quietly and seemed to hesitate as he came to stand in front of her. "I need-" she said, cutting herself off short.

"Yeah, I know," he said. She wanted it slow. She didn't want it wild, she wanted it controlled.

He unbuttoned her blouse as he kissed her. He tried to make sure all his movements were fluid, nothing sudden - like he often did with the raptors. She made work of his board shorts, pushing them down his legs, and then removed her own pants. Pulling her closer, he reach down, wrapping his hands around the backs of her thighs, and lifted her. She gripped his hips between her legs and reached behind her with one hand to unclasp her bra as he walked them around to the side of her bed. He let out a small sigh has the skin of her breasts touched his chest.

He did go slow - he tried to be gentle and delicate. It wasn't his normal style but she wanted it like that and it was a nice change of pace for them. He kissed and touched her body like he worshipped her. She truly was something to be admired. Every move he made with her was decided upon, deliberate, controlled until his movements _couldn't_ be controlled - until they were both losing themselves in each other.

He first slid into her after watching her come under his fingers. He was eager after that. He loved watching her get off. But he still moved slowly. His thrusts were deep and the pace was easy. She stretched her arms up from beneath him and her body and walls tightened around him. She seemed almost tired. But her head would tilt back or to the side with a long drag of breath and he watched her hands grip at the sheets.

At some point, his body hunched over and he was grabbing at her hips and waist as he moved within her. He could feel everything. The tightness, the warmth, and soft texture and slickness of her walls. She felt amazing. It made him feel amazing. He planted kisses across her chest as he clung to her, desperate to keep that feeling and sensation for as long as possible.

Her gasp drew his attention and he felt her contract around him as she came.

"_Shit_," he muttered as he felt himself losing his control. "God damn, Claire." He lowered himself so his chest was nearly resting on hers. His battle was over, though. As soon as she pressed her lips to the skin of his shoulder he was done.

He stayed sheathed within her, as far as both their bodies could accommodate.

"I think tonight's the first time you've called me Claire," she mused tiredly as he procrastinated separating from her.

"What?" he panted.

"Usually you call me 'Dearing' or you use my full name," she explained. "You've been calling me Claire, tonight."

He raised his head from the pillow and gazed at her. "You're amazing," he said. He kissed her quickly. "You're so fucking amazing."

She smiled briefly before her expression turned somber and she glanced away. Sensitive to her mood, he pulled away from her. He felt a chill as the heat from her body left him. She must have felt it too, because she pulled a quilt, folded at the foot of her bed, up to her chest. Or maybe she was just being modest again.

"Are you going to tell me what's wrong with you?" he asked as he walked into the ensuite bath to dispose of their protection. She didn't answer but was sitting up, the quilt tucked around under her arms, and watching him as he reentered the room. He sat on the edge of the bed. "Seriously, are you okay?"

"My, uh" - she gave a shuttering sigh and her face turned red as her eyes filled with tears again. "My mom passed away," she choked out just before her tears spilled over and down her cheeks. She covered her face with her hands and fell back onto the pillows.

"Hey," he called to her softly. He crawled along the bed until he was by her side. Not sure how to best comfort her, he rubbed a hand along her arm. "I'm sorry, Claire."

She sniffled and rubbed at her eyes. "It's fine. I'm fine." She ran her fingers under her bottom lid to erase most of the black smudges that had settled there from her makeup.

He watched as she collected herself. She sat back up and left the bed, grabbing a robe from her closet and quickly covering herself. "We weren't even that close. It's fine," she deflected.

"It's still your mom, Claire," he said quietly.

"God, _stop_ calling me that!" she snapped. "Call me 'Dearing' - like normal."

"I thought you liked me calling you 'Claire,'" he explained, his tone becoming harsher to match hers.

"Well, I don't."

"Okay, then I won't."

She huffed and began tapping her foot with her hands on her hips.

"Do you want me to leave?" he asked. He pulled the quilt to cover his exposed lap as he sat on the bed.

"No," she admitted finally. "Not yet." She sighed and sat back down next to him. "I'm sorry."

"Don't apologize," he deflected. "You had a sucky day. You get to be mean." He gave her a wry look at his teasing and nudged her arm with his.

"I was on the phone with my sister all morning. She wants me to fly back home to help her deal with all the arrangements but..." She sighed heavily again. "It's our busiest season, and I know it's my mom, but it's also my career and like I said, we weren't really close." She was speed talking now. "She didn't approve of my career. She didn't approve of me moving so far away. She always gave me such a hard time for missing holidays because I had to work. And I just feel like there's really no reason for me to go back."

"What about to help your sister?" he asked.

"I offered to pay for everything. Mom had life insurance, but I'm sure that won't cover everything."

"No, I don't mean like that," he said. "Maybe she needs some emotional support, you know?"

"She knows she can call me," she said easily.

"Some people want that kind of support in person. Kind of like how you didn't want to be alone tonight," he pointed out knowingly.

She eyed him shrewdly before rolling her eyes. "Yeah, I guess. I also didn't really want to talk about this, and yet..."

He smiled. "Alright, we won't talk about it," he agreed.

"I'm sorry for taking you away from your party," she said after a moment of silence.

"Don't be," he said we a shrug and a wink. "I had way more fun here."

She smirked and looked down at her hands. "That woman you were seeing...when is she leaving?"

"She said in about a month," he answered.

"Are you okay with her leaving?"

He looked at her strangely. "I don't know how to answer that," he admitted with a chuckle. "I'm not so upset that she's leaving. I get why she's going - she's doesn't feel like she's done. That's fine. That's common. But I am...worried about her, I guess."

"Do you ever want to go back?"

He shook his head. "No, I feel like I've done my time. Plus, now I have the raptors; I'm happy with where I am now."

"I'd like to see your progress with them one day," she said. "I've heard good things."

He smiled. "Good things, huh?"

She nodded. "And I did hear two of them aren't doing so well, lately."

His smile faded. "Delta and Echo," he replied. "They haven't been able to shake some bug. How did you hear about it?"

She shrugged and laid back on her side, her head propped up and resting on her hand. "I'm made aware of any issues regarding the assets."

He mentally cringed at the insensitive term she used. "Well, Echo's actually doing a lot better," he said. "A few more days and I think she'll be back to normal. You know, these vets are working with animals they couldn't study when they were in school. There's no way for them to have fully accurate-"

"Owen," she interrupted him. "It's okay. You don't have to get so defensive." She placed her hand on his arm to calm him. "Assets get sick. It happens. It's actually good that they do - we learn more about them that way."

"Yeah," he agreed tensely. He grabbed a pillow, shoved it behind him, and leaned back against the headboard. "I know." He crossed his arms over his chest.

He could tell she was smiling out of the corner of his eye. He felt her hand on his side. "What happened here?"

He looked down and saw her fingers were outlining a scar. "Knife," he answered simply.

"_Knife?_" she asked incredulously.

He nodded, smiling. "Yeah. I was seventeen and these kids from my school tried to steal my car while I was at work, but I caught them doing it. So one of them pulled a knife and I charged at him."

"You charged a man with a knife?" she asked, almost yelling.

"He was a kid, not a man. Plus, I was on the football team and he was just some skinny punk. I figured I could take him."

"So what happened?" she asked, enthralled.

"He stabbed me," he answered dumbly. "It wasn't anything serious but they all freaked out when they saw blood and ran."

"Did they get arrested?"

"No, I didn't tell anyone what had happened. I drove myself to the hospital and said it was an accident at work."

"So they got away with it?"

"Not exactly," he admitted with a small smile. "When I saw them at school, I punched the kid with the knife."

Claire chuckled, shaking her head. "What else do you have?" she asked curiously, and a little playfully.

He brought his left leg out from under the quilt; Claire gasped at the many pink scars marring his skin. "These are from the raptors - mostly Charlie. She was a little bitch when she was little."

"The raptors did this to you?" she asked in outrage. "I never heard about this. Why didn't I ever hear about this?" she asked accusingly.

He shrugged. "They were babies. It wasn't life threatening."

"I should have been told," she insisted. She touched the scars lightly, examining them. "How did they do this?"

"They'd scratch and bite at my legs for attention. _Literal_ ankle-biters. When they got a little bigger, they started climbing up my clothes." He turned his back to her. "I don't know if you'll still be able to see them, but I used to have a lot of little scars across my back from them doing that."

Her hands danced across his shoulders and lower back as she searched for his old wounds. "Jesus, Owen," she cursed. "Why would you let them do that?"

"They were little," he defended. "And there were four of them."

He turned back to lean against the headboard. "What about you, Dearing? You have any scars?"

She fixed him with a leveled look. "I think you would know by now if I did."

He smiled. "You're right. I probably would."

"Do you need to get back to your party?" she asked.

"I don't _have_ to," he said. "But I can go, if you want me to."

"You don't want to go back?"

"Are you kidding?" He placed his hands behind his head and looked around the room. "I'm in the Queen's Palace. How often am I going to be able to say that?"

She smiled and moved to straddle him. He was surprised, but not unhappy.

"Then we should make this time count, wouldn't you say?"

Her hands slid down his chest - he was really starting to like that feeling. His pulled at the knot keeping her robe closed. She let it fall open, which surprised him, given how shy she normally was. She didn't like him ogling her body.

She leaned forward to lightly kiss his lips. His hands ran under her robe for one to wrap around her back and the other to massage her breasts. Her hands found his growing excitement and began softly sliding up and down his shaft.

He pulled back from her lips, intending on drinking in her form so long as she was letting him.

"Marry me," he said as she continued to stroke him.

"Oh, Mr. Grady," she sighed. "Will you never learn?"

He sat up quickly and kissed her. "Never," he mumbled against her lips.

"There's condoms under the sink in the bathroom," she whispered.

"Yeah. I'm on it," he said, kissing her one last time before she lifted off of him and he ran to find the condoms she promised.

* * *

><p><strong>Please review! Thanks again!<strong>


End file.
